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" Ay, there's a telephone right enough, but it ain't
no manner of use, Mr. Stickland. Sir Alured, he had it
cut off when he went away, so as he wouldn't have to
pay for it while the house was empty."
George swore beneath his breath. There was nothing
for it, then, but to walk back to Weyford. With a
hurried excuse to Mrs. Waller, he left the house, and
set off over the fields towards the town at the best pace
of which he was capable.
He was a swift walker, when he set his mind to it, and
he reached the police station at Weyford shortly before
one o'clock. Sergeant Blewitt, an eminently phlegmatic
individual, listened to his story without betraying any
sign of excitement. " So you left your chaps on the
spot?" he said. " That's right. I'll have to come and
have a look, I suppose, but the roads aren't fit to take
the bike on. Tell you what, George, I'll ring up Doctor
Gainsford, and he,'11 run us out-in his car. He'll have
to see this body of yours sooner or later anyhow."
Doctor Gainsford, elderly, and looking forward to a
Saturday afternoon by his fireside, was not too pleased
at being called out to inspect a dead man. However,
he picked the Sergeant and George Stickland up in his
car, and drove towards Markheys. They found the mem-
bers of the gang sitting huddled together in the warmest
spot they could find, eating their bread and cheese.
"Now then, where's this body?" Doctor Gainsford
asked briskly. " I don't want to waste the rest of the
afternoon out here."
Stickland led the way into the cutting, where the
body, covered with a piece of sacking, lay in its original
position on the snow. The doctor jerked the sacking
aside, then bent down and felt the body. " Beyond any
help of mine, I'm afraid," he said. " Do you know who
it is, sergeant?"
" Can't say that I do, sir," replied Blewitt,   " I've